CHAPTEE XI

ROME

Sospiri di Roma

WINTEB in Eome was one long delight to the emanci-
pated writer. It amply fulfilled even his optimistic anti-
cipation. He revelled in the sunshine and the beauty;
he was in perfect health; his imagination was quickened
and worked with great activity. We had about us a little
group of friends, who, like ourselves, intended to live
quietly and simply. Among these were Mrs. Caird who
had come abroad for her health; Sir Charles Holroyd,
who had a studio in the Via Margoutta, and Mr. and
Mrs. Elihu Vedder. Mrs. Wingate Binder joined us for
three weeks, and with her my husband greatly enjoyed
long walks over the Campagna and expeditions to the lit-
tle neighbouring hill towns. His Diary for the beginning
of 1891 was kept with creditable regularity, and contains
a record of some of these expeditions and of work done in
Eome, in particular of the dates on which the poems of
Sospiri di Roma were written. From it I have selected
entries.

"Jem. 2nd. . . . Bead through and revised 'Bacchus
in India/ Added the (I think good) adjective ' sun-
sparkled wood. . . . "

Poetry is a glorious rebirth of prose. When a beauti-
ful thought can be uttered in worthy prose: best so. But
when it moves through the mind in music, and shapes
itself to a lyric rhythm, then it should find expression in
poetry. The truest poets are those who can most ex-
quisitely capture, and concentrate in a few words, this
haunting rhythm.

Jan. 3rd. The morning broke well, though not so prom-
isingly as yesterday. . . . Caught the 9 A.M. train for Al-
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